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WHEN children in the summer weather play,
Flitting like birds through sun and wind and
rain,

From road o field, from field to road again,
Pathetic reckoning of cach mile they stray
They leave in flowers forgotten by the way ;
Forgotten, dying, but not all in vain,
Since, finding them, witk tender smiles, half pasn,
Half joy, we sigh,  Some child passed here to-day.”
Dear one, — whose name I name not lest some tongue
Pronounce it roughly, — kke a little child
Tired out at noon, I left my flowers among
The wayside things. I know how thou hast smiled,
And that the thought of them will akways be
One more sweet secret thing 'twixt thee and me.
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A FUNERAL MARCH. 29

VL

But now comes silent joy, anointing
With sudden, firm, and tender hand
Qur eyes; anointed with this clay
Of burial earth, we see how stand
Around us, marshalled under God’s appointing,
Such shining ones as on no other day
Descend. We see, with a majestic face,
Of love ineffable, One walking in chief place
Beside the dead, — High Priest
Of his salvation, King
Of his surrender, comrade till life ceased,
Saviour from suffering, —
O sweet, strong, loving Death |
With yearning, pitying breath,
He looks back from his dead to us, and saith,
“ O mine who love me not, what filled
Your hearts with this strange fear?
Could ye but hear
The new voice of this man whom I have willed
To set so free, to make
Him subject in my kingdom, for the sake
Of being greater king than I,
Reigning with Christ eternally !

VIL

Closer and closer press the shining ones ;
Clearer and clearer grow the notes

Of music from the heavenly throats.

We see the gleaming of the precious stones
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A CHRISTMAS SYMPHONY.

L

CHRISTMAS stars | your pregnant silent-
ness,
Mute syllabled in rhythmic light,
Leads on to-night,
And beckons, as three thousand years ago
It beckoning led. We, simple shepherds, know
Little we can confess,
Beyond that we are poor, and creep
And wander with our sheep,
Who love and follow us. We hear,
If we attend, a singing in the sky ;
Baut feel no fear,
Knowing that God is always nigh,
And none pass by,
Except His Sons, who cannot bring
Tidings of evil, since they sing.
Wise men with gifts are hurrying,
In haste to seek the meaning of the Star,
In search of worship which is new and far.
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We are but humble, so we keep
On through the night, contented with our
sheep,
And with the stars. Between us and the east,
No wall, no tree, no cloud, lifts bar.
We know the sunrise. Not one least
Of all its tokens can escape
Our eyes that watch. But all days are
As nights, and nights as days,
In our still ways.
We have no dread of any shape
Which darkness can assume or fill ;
We are not weary ; we can wait ;
God'’s hours are never late,
The wise men say they will return,
Revealing unto us the things they learn.
Mayhap! Meantime the Star stands still ;
And, having that, we have the Sign.
If we mistake, God is divine |

1L

Oh, not alone because His name is Christ,
Oh, not alone because Judea waits
This man-child for her King, the Star stands still.
Its glory reinstates,
Beyond humiliation's utmost ill,
On peerless throne, which she alone can fill,
Each earthly woman. Motherhood is priced
Of God, at price no man may dare
To lessen, or misunderstand.
The motherhood which came
To virgin sets in vestal flame,




A CHRISTMAS SYMPHONY. II

Fed by each new-born infant’s hand,
With Heaven's air,
With Heaven'’s food,
The crown of purest purity revealed,
Virginity eternal signed and sealed
Upon all motherhood !

IIIL.

Oh, not alone because His name is Christ,
Oh, not alone because Judea waits
This man-child for her King, the Star stands still.
The Babe has mates.
Childhood shall be forever on the earth ;
And no man who has hurt or lightly priced
So much as one sweet hair
On one sweet infant’s head,
But shall be cursed! Henceforth all things fulfil
Protection to each sacred birth.
No spot shall dare
Refuse a shelter. Beasts shall tread
More lightly ; and distress,
And poverty, and loneliness,
Yea, and all darkness, shall devise
To shield each place wherein an infant lies.
And wisdom shall come seeking it with gift,
And worship it with myrrh and frankincense ;
And kings shall tremble if it lift
Its hand against a throne.
But mighty in its own
Great feebleness, and safe in God's defence,
No harm can touch it, and no death can kill,
Without its Father's will |
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IV.

Oh, not alone because His name is Christ,
Oh, not alone because Judea waits
This man-child for her King, the Star stands still.
The universe must utter, and fulfil
The mighty voice which states,
The mighty destiny which holds,
Its key-note and its ultimate design.
Waste places and the deserts must perceive
That they are priced,
No less than gardens in the Heart Divine.
Sorrow her sorrowing must leave,
And learn one sign
With joy. And Loss and Gain
Must be no more.
And all things which have gone before,
And all things which remain,
And all of Life, and all of Death be slain
In mighty birth, whose name
Is called Redemption ! Praise !
Praise to God! The same

To-day and yesterday, and in all days
Forever! Praise!

V.

Oh, Christmas stars! Your pregnant silentness,
Mute syllabled in rhythmic light,
Fills all the night.
No doubt, on all your golden shores,
Full music rings
Of Happiness
As sweet as ours.
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SPINNING.

“T-only know that some one came,
And laid within
My hand the thread, and said, * Since von
Are blind, but one thing you can do.’ ™
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SPINNING. 13

Midway in that great tideless stream which pours,
And builds its shining road through trackless
space,
From you to us, and us to you, must be
Some mystic place,
Where all our voices meet, and melt
Into this solemn silence which is felt,
And sense of sound mysterious brings
Where sound is not. This is God’s secret. He
Sits centred in his myriads of skies,
Where seas of sound and seas of silence rise,
And break together in one note and key,
Divinely limitless in harmony !

SPINNING.

BBIKE a blind spinner in the sun,

g 1 tread my days;

. I know that all the threads will run
Appointed ways ;

I know each day will bring its task,

And, being blind, no more I ask.

I do not know the use or name
Of that I spin;
I only know that some one came,
And laid within
My hand the thread, and said, “ Since you
Are blind, but one thing you can do.”

Sometimes the threads so rough and fast
And tangled fly,
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I know wild storms are sweeping past,
And fear that I

Shall fall ; but dare not try to find

A safer place, since I am blind.

I know not why, but I am sure
That tint and place,
In some great fabric to endure
Past time and race
My threads will have ; so from the first,
Though blind, I never felt accurst.

I think, perhaps, this trust has sprung
From one short word
Said over me when I was young, —
So young, I heard
It, knowing not that God’s name signed
My brow, and sealed me his, though blind.

But whether this be seal or sign
Within, without,
It matters not. The bond divine
I never doubt.
I know he set me here, and still,
And glad, and blind, I wait His will ;

But listen, listen, day by day,
To hear their tread
Who bear the finished web away,
And cut the thread,
And bring God’s message in the sun,
“ Thou poor blind spinner, work is done.”



MY LEGACY. 15

MY LEGACY.

EMM HEY told me I was heir, I turned in haste,
f And ran to seek my treasure,

S0 And wondered as I ran how it was placed, —
If I should find a measure

Of gold, or if the titles of fair lands

And houses would be laid within my hands.

I journeyed many roads; I knocked at gates ;
I spoke to each wayfarer
I met, and said, “ A heritage awaits
Me. Art not thou the bearer
Of news? Some message sent to me whereby
I learn which way my new possessions lie? ”

Some asked me in; naught lay beyond their door;
Some smiled and would not tarry,

But said that men were just behind who bore
More gold than I could carry;

And so the morn, the noon, the day were spent,

While empty-handed up and down I went.

At last one cried, whose face I could not see,
As through the mists he hasted ;
“ Poor child, what evil ones have hindered thee,
Till this whole day is wasted ?
Hath no man told thee that thou art joint heir
With one named Christ, who waits the goods to share ?

The one named Christ I sought for many days,
In many places vainly ;
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More true and sure
Each man’s heart seems, more firm for right ;
Each man I hold more strong in fight,
Since he stands ever in my sight,

So brave, so pure.

More of sun's fire
Than days can use, and more than nights
Can name, of stars with rhythmic lights,
And sweetest singing flocks, whose flights
Can never tire, —

More bloom than eyes
Can reach, or hands to grasp may dare, —
More music in the constant air,
Than each round wave can hold and bear,
Before it dies, —

And more of life

For living, than all death can kill,

More good than evil's utmost will

Can thwart, and peace to more than still
The fiercest strife —

All these I find
In service of this gracious king;
From goods we spare, such alms I fling;
And pray swift days more hours to bring,
More bonds to bind.

O happiness !
To utter thee, in vain our eyes
Seek tears; and vainly all speech tries;
This thing alone our king denies

In Love’s largess.
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FOUND FROZEN.

E died, as many travellers have died,
EHO’ertaken on an Alpine road by night ;

Numbed and bewildered by the falling snow,
Striving, in spite of failing pulse, and limbs
Which faltered and grew feeble at each step,
To toil up the icy steep, and bear
Patient and faithful to the last, the load
Which, in the sunny morn, seemed light !

And yet

*T was in the place she called her home, she died ;
And they who loved her with the all of love
Their wintry natures had to give, stood by
And wept some tears, and wrote above her grave
Some common record which they thought was true ;
But I, who loved her last and best, — 7 knew.

MY DAYS.

i VEILED priestess, in a holy place,

W Day pauseth on her threshold, beckoning ;
As infants to the mother’s bosom spring
At sound of mother’s voice, although her face

Be hid, I leap with sudden joy. No trace

Of fear I feel; I take her hand and fling

Her arm around my neck, and walk and cling
Close to her side. She chooses road and pace;

I feast along the way on her shewbread ;

I help an hour or two on her great task ;
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Beyond this honoring, no wage I ask.

Then, ere I know, sweet night slips in her stead,
And, while by sunset fires I rest and bask,
Warm to her faithful breast she folds my head.

THE ZONE OF CALMS!

EER S yearning currents from the trackless snows,

: And silent Polar seas, unceasing sweep

To South, to North, and linger not where
leap

Red fires from glistening cones, — nor where the rose

Has triumph on the snow-fed Paramos,

In upper air, — nor yet where lifts the deep

Its silver Atolls on whose bosoms sleep

The purple sponges ; and, as in repose

Meeting at last, they sink upon the breast

Of that sweet tropic sea, whose spicy balms

And central heat have drawn them to its arms, —

So soul seeks soul, unsatisfied, represt,

Till in Love's tropic met, they sink to rest,

At peace forever, in the *“Zone of Calms.”

MESSAGE.

SMOR one to bear my message, I looked out

L In haste, at noon. The bee and swallow
et passed

Bound south. My message was to South. I cast

It trusting as a mariner. No doubt,

! The Zone of Calms is the space comprised between the second
degree north latitude and the second degree south.
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Sweet bee, blithe swallow, in my heart about
Your fellowship.
The stealthy night came fast.
¢« O chilly night,” I said, ¢ no friend thou hast
For me, and morm is far,” when lo! a shout
Of joy, and riding up as one rides late,
My friend fell on my neck just in the gate.
“ You got my message then?”
* No message, sweet,
Save my own eyes’ desire your eyes to meet.”
“You saw no swallow and no bee before
You came? ”
“I do remember past my door
There brushed a bird and bee. O, dearer presage
Than I had dreamed | You sent by them a message?”

MY LIGHTHOUSES.

EYRSI T westward window of a palace gray,

AN Which its own secret still so safely keeps

That no man now its builder’s name can
say,

I lie and idly sun myself to-day,

Dreaming awake far more than one who sleeps,

Serenely glad, although my gladness weeps.

I look across the harbor's misty blue,

And find and lose that magic shifting line

Where sky one shade less blue meets sea, and through
The air I catch one flush as if it knew
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Some secret of that meeting, which no sign
Can show to eyes so far and dim as mine.

More ships than I can count build mast by mast
Gay lattice-work with waving green and red

Across my window-panes. The voyage past,

They crowd to anchorage so glad, so fast,

Gliding like ghosts, with noiseless breath and tread,
Mooring like ghosts, with noiseless iron and lead.

QO ships and patient men who fare by sea,”

I stretch my hands and vainly questioning cry,
“Sailed ye from west? How many nights could ye
Tell by the lights just where my dear and free

And lovely land lay sleeping? Passed ye by
Some danger safe, because her fires were nigh? "

Ah me ! my selfish yearning thoughts forget

How darkness but a hand’s-breadth from the coast
With danger in an evil league is set !

Ah ! helpless ships and men more helpless yet,
Who trust the land-lights’ short and empty boast ;
The lights ye bear aloft and prayers avail ye most.

But I — ah, patient men who fare by sea,

Ye would but smile to hear this empty speech, —
I have such beacon-lights to burn for me,

In that dear west so lovely, new, and free,

That evil league by day, by night, can teach

No spell whose harm my little bark can reach.
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No towers of stone uphold those beacon-lights ;
No distance hides them, and no storm can shake ;
In valleys they light up the darkest nights,

They outshine sunny days on sunny heights ;
They blaze from every house where sleep or wake
My own who love me for my own poor sake.

Each thought they think of me lights road of flame
Across the seas ; no travel on it tires

My heart. I go if they but speak my name ;
From Heaven I should come and go the same,
And find this glow forestalling my desires.

My darlings, do you hear me? Trim the fires !

GzNoA, November 30.

IN TIME OF FAMINE.

“« B

MAHE has no heart,” they said, and turned
X\ away,
Then, stung so that I wished my words
might be
‘Two-edged swords, I answered low: —
“ Have ye
Not read how once when famine held fierce sway
In Lydia, and men died day by day
Of hunger, there were found brave souls whose glee
Scarce hid their pangs, who said, ¢ Now we
Can eat but once in two days; we will play
Such games on those days when we eat no food
That we forget our pain.’




THY Niw vgRK
PUB.IC.LizkARY

ASTOR, {.# Ny AND
FUDENSY » TN
R L




THE LONELINESS OF SORROW. 43

« Sweet love, lost love, I know now why I live
And could not die, the days I wished me dead ;

O love, all strength of life and joy I give

Thee back! Ah me, that I have dared to strive
With fates that bore me to this one sure bliss,
Thou couldst not rob me, O lost love, of this? "’ —

Hadst thou said this, (Enone, though he went
Bounding with life, thy life, and left thee there
Dying and glad, such sudden pain had rent
His heart, that even beating in the fair

White arms of Helen, hid in her sweet hair,

It had made always moan, in strange unrest,

“ (Enone’s love was greater love, was best.”

[“ Paris, the son of Priam, was wounded by one of the poisoned
arrows of Hercules that Philoctetes bore to the siege of Troy, where-
upon he had himself borne up into Ida, that he might see the nymph
(Enone, whom he once had loved, because she who knew many secret
things alone could heal him ; but when he had seen her and spoken
with her, she would deal with the matter in no wise, whereupon Paris
died of that hurt.”]

THE LONELINESS OF SORROW.

RSN RIENDS crowd around and take it by the
‘P ’!‘ hand,
S Intruding gently on its loneliness,
Striving with word of love and sweet caress
To draw it into light and air. Like band
Of brothers, all men gather close, and stand
About it, making half its grief their own,
Leaving it never silent nor alone,
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But through all crowds of strangers and of friends,
Among all voices of good-will and cheer,

Walks Sorrow, silently, and does not hear.

Lire hermit whom mere loneliness defends ;

Like one born deaf, to whose still ear sound sends
No word of message ; and like one born dumb,
From whose sealed lips complaint can never come.

Majestic in its patience, and more sweet

Than all things else that can of souls have birth,
Bearing the one redemption of this earth
Which God’s eternities fulfil, complete,

Down to its grave, with steadfast, tireless feet
It goes uncomforted, serene, alone,

And leaves not even name on any stone.

A SUNRISE.

I know —
I, who am least of his subjects. The thing
Chanced thus.

Before it was time for the king
To rise — just before — I saw a red glow
Stream out of his door, such as roses show
At heart, such a glow as no fire could bring.
The solid gold of the whole eastern wing
Of the palace seemed pale.

Then, floating low

Across the threshold, great petals of pink
Fell from the feet of the king, as he stood
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There, smiling, majestic, serene, and good.
But was it a bed of roses?
I think
Of another monarch who, on the brink
Of death by fire, smiled, as a monarch should.

A BALLAD OF THE GOLD COUNTRY.

- v\ EEP in the hill the gold sand burned ;
'{ 3 The brook ran yellow with its gleams ;
s *j Close by, the seekers slept, and turned
And tossed in restless dreams.

At dawn they waked. In friendly cheer
Their dreams they told, by one, by one;

And each man laughed the dreams to hear,
But sighed when they were done.

Visions of golden birds that flew,
Of golden cloth piled fold on fold,

Of rain which shone, and filtered through
The air in showers of gold ;

Visions of golden bells that rang,
Of golden chariots that rolled,
Visions of girls that danced and sang,
With hair and robes of gold ;

Visions of golden stairs that led

Down golden shafts of depths untold,
Visions of golden skies that shed

Gold light on seas of gold.
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« Comrades, your dreams have many shapes,”
Said one who, thoughtful, sat apart :

¢« But 1 six nights have dreamed of grapes,
One dream which fills my heart.

“ A woman meets me, crowned with vine ;
Great purple clusters fill her hands ;
Her eyes divinely smile and shine,
As beckoning she stands.

«] follow her a single pace ;
She vanishes, like light or sound,
And leaves me in a vine-walled place,
Where grapes pile all the ground.”

The comrades laughed : “ We know thee by
This fevered, drunken dream of thine.”
“Ha, ha,” cried he, “ never have I
So much as tasted wine !

« Now, follow ye your luring shapes

Of gold that clinks and gold that shines ;
I shall await my maid of grapes,

And plant her trees and vines.”

All through the hills the gold sand burned ;
All through the lands ran yellow streams;
To right, to left, the seekers turned,
Led by the golden gleams.

The ruddy hills were gulfed and strained ;
The rocky fields were torn and trenched ;
The yellow streams were drained and drained,

Until their sources quenched.
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The gold came fast; the gold came free :
The seekers shouted as they ran,

“ Now let us turn aside, and see
How fares that husbandman ! ”

“ Ho here ! ho there ! good man,” they cried,
And tossed gold nuggets at his feet ;

¢ Serve us with wine! Where is thy bride
That told thee tales so sweet?

“No wine as yet, my friends, to sell ;
No bride to show,” he smiling said :

¢ But here is water from my well ;
And here is wheaten bread.”

¢“1Is this thy tale? ” they jeering cried ;
“ Who was it followed luring shapes?

And who has won? It seems she lied,
Thy maid of purple grapes!”

“When years have counted up to ten,”
He answered gayly, smiling still,

“ Come back once more, my merry men,
And you shall have your fill

¢ Of purple grapes and sparkling wine,
And figs, and nectarines like flames,

And sweeter eyes than maids’ shall shine
In welcome at your names.”

In scorn they heard ; to scorn they laughed
The water and the wheaten bread ;

“ We 'll wait until a better draught
For thy bride’s health,” they said.

. . . . . .
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The years ran fast. The seekers went
All up, all down the golden lands:

The streams grew pale ; the hills were spent ;
Slow ran the golden sands.

And men were beggars in a day,
For swift to come was swift to go ;
What chance had got, chance flung away
On one more chance’s throw.

And bleached and seamed and riven plains,
And tossed and tortured rocks like ghosts,

And blackened lines and charred remains,
And crumbling chimney-posts,

For leagues their ghastly records spread
Of youth, and years, and fortunes gone,
Like graveyards whose sad living dead
Had hopeless journeyed on.
The years had counted up to ten:
One night, as it grew chill and late,
The husbandman marked beggar-men
Who leaned upon his gate.

“Ho here ! good men,” he eager cried,
Before the wayfarers could speak ;

¢ This is my vineyard. Far and wide,
For laborers I seek.

¢ This year has doubled on last year;

The fruit breaks down my vines and trees ;
Tarry and help, till wine runs clear,

And ask what price you please.”
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Purple and red, to left, to right,

For miles the gorgeous vintage blazed ;
And all day long and into night

The vintage song was raised.

And wine ran free all thirst beyond,
And no hand stinted bread or meat ;
And maids were gay, and men were fond,
And hours were swift and sweet.

The beggar-men they worked with will ;

Their hands were thin and lithe and strong ;
Each day they ate good two days’ fill,

They had been starved so long.

The vintage drew to end. New wine
From thousand casks was dripping slow,
And bare and yellow fields gave sign
For vintagers to go.

The beggar-men received their pay,

Bright yellow gold, — twice their demand ;
The master, as they turned away,

Held out his brawny hand,

And said : “ Good men, this time next year
My vintage will be bigger still ;

Come back, if chance should bring you near,
And it should suit your will.”

The beggars nodded. But at night
They said : “ No more we go that way:
He did not know us then ; he might
Upon another day ! ”
4
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EXILE.

N may be banished, and a blood-price set,

m Tracking their helpless steps in every land,
Arming against their life each base man’s

hand,

But light and air and memory are met

. In holy league, to help and save them yet,

From all of death which souls cannot withstand :

. The subtlest cruelty which ever planned,

- Can never make them pray they may forget

Because they are forgotten.

, They may go,

Driven of earth and tossed by salt sea’s foam,

Till every breath one slow dull pain become ;

It is not exile. Only exiles know :

Nor distance makes, nor nearness saves the blow ;

The exile had of exile died at home.

MY SHIP.

brothers’ ships sail out by night, by day;
m‘{My brothers’ feet run merry on the shore,

They need not weep, believing they no more
Shall find the loved ones who have sailed away,

So frequent go their ships, to-morrow may

See one return for them.
The ship that bore

My loved from me lies where she lay before ;
My heart grows sick within me as I pray




AT LAST. 51

The silent skipper, morn by morn, if he
Will sail before the night.
With patient tread
1 I bear him all my goods. I cannot see
What more is left that could be stripped from me,
lBut still the silent skipper shakes his head :
Ah me | I think I never shall be dead !

\

AT LAST.

THE years I lost before I knew you,
Love !
O, the hills I climbed and came not to you,
Love |
Ah! who shall render unto us to make
Us glad,
The things which for and of each other’s sake
We might have had?

If you and I had sat and played together,
Lave, .

Two speechless babies in the summer weather,
Love,

By one sweet brook which, though it dried up long
Ago,

Still makes for me to-day a sweeter song
Than all I know, —

If hand in hand through the mysterious gateway,
Love,

Of womanhood, we had first looked and straightway,
Love,
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Had whispered to each other softly, ere
It yet

Was dawn, what now in noonday heat and fear
We both forget, —

If all of this had given its completeness,
Love,

To every hour would it be added sweetness,
Love?

Could I know sooner whether it were well
Orill

With thee? One wish could I more surely tell,
More swift fulfil?

Ah! vainly thus I sit and dream and ponder,

Love,

Losing the precious present while I wonder,
Love,

About the days in which you grew and came
To be

So beautiful, and did not know the name
Or sight of me.

But all lost things are in the angels’ keeping,
Love ;

No past is dead for us, but only sleeping,
Love;

The years of Heaven will all earth’s little pain
Make good,

Together there we can begin again
In babyhood.
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MEMOIR OF A QUEEN.

ER name, before she was a queen, boots not.

When she was crowned, her kingdom said,
“The Queen!”

And, after that, all other names too mean

By far had seemed. Perhaps all were forgot,

Save “ Queen, sweet queen.”

Such pitiable lot
As till her birth her kingdom had, was seen
Never in all fair lands, so torn between
False grasping powers, that toiled and fought, but got

No peace.
All curious search is wholly vain

For written page or stone whereon occurs

A mention of the kingdom which obeyed

This sweet queen’s rule. But centuries have laid
No dead queen down in royal sepulchres

Whose reign was greater or more blest than hers.

OUR ANGELS.

JIH ! not with any sound they come, or sign,
Which fleshly ear or eye can recognize ;
, No curiosity can compass or surprise
The secret of that intercourse divine
Which God permits, ordains, across the line,

The changeless line which bars

Our earth from other stars.
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But they do come and go continually,
Our blessed angels, no less ours than His ;
The blessed angels whom we think we miss;
Whose empty graves we weep to name or see,
And vainly watch, as once in Galilee
One, weeping, watched in vain,
Where her lost Christ had lain.

Whenever in some bitter grief we find,
All unawares, a deep, mysterious sense
Of hidden comfort come, we know not whence ;
When suddenly we see, where we were blind ;
Where we had struggled, are, content, resigned ;
Are strong where we were weak, —
And no more strive nor seek, —

Then we may know that from the far glad skies,
To note our need, the watchful God has bent,
And for our instant help has called and sent,

Of all our loving angels, the most wise

And tender one, to point to us where lies

The path that will be best,
The path of peace and rest.

And when we find on every sky and field
A sudden, new, and mystic light, which fills
Our every sense with speechless joy, and thrills
Us, till we yield ourselves as children yield
Themselves and watch the spells magicians wield,
With tireless, sweet surprise,
And rapture in their eyes, —
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Then we may know our little ones have run
Away for just one moment, from their play
In heavenly gardens, and in their old way

Are walking by our side, and one by one,

At all sweet things beneath the earthly sun,

Are pointing joyfully,
And calling us to see !

Ah'! when we learn the spirit sound and sign,

And instantly our angels recognize,

No weariness can tire, no pain surprise
Our souls rapt in the intercourse divine,
Which God permits, ordains, across the line,

The changeless line which bars
Our earth from other stars.

MAZZINI.
IR HAT he is dead the sons of kings are glad ;

338 Now he is dead his martyrdom will reap
Late harvest of the palms it should have had

In life. Too late the tardy lands are sad.

His unclaimed crown in secret they will keep

For ages, while in chains they vainly weep,

And vainly grope to find the roads he bade

Them take.
O glorious soul ! there is no dearth

Of worlds. There must be many better worth
Thy presence and thy leadership than this.
No doubt, on some great sun to-day, thy birth
Is for a race, the dawn of Freedom’s bliss,
Which but for thee it might for ages miss.

. And in their beds the tyrants sounder sleep.

18
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“WHEN THE TIDE COMES IN.”

BN HEN the tide comes in,
At once the shore and sea begin
Together to be glad.

What the tide has brought

No man has asked, no man has sought :
What other tides have had
The deep sand hides away ;

The last bit of the wrecks they wrought
Was burned up yesterday.

When the tide goes out,
The shore looks dark and sad with doubt.
The landmarks are all lost.
For the tide to turn
Men patient wait, men restless yearn.
Sweet channels they have crossed,
In boats that rocked with glee,
Stretch now bare stony roads that burn
And lead away from sea.

When the tide comes in

In hearts, at once the hearts begin
Together to be glad.
What the tide has brought

They do not care, they have not sought.
All joy they ever had
The new joy multiplies ;

All pain by which it may be bought
Seems paltry sacrifice.




WHEN THE TIDE COMES IN.

“ When the tide goes out,
The shore looks dark and sad with doubt.”
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When the tide goes out,
The hearts are wrung with fear and doubt :
All trace of joy seems lost.
Will the tide return?
In restless questioning they yearn,
With hands unclasped, uncrossed,
They weep, on separate ways.
Ah'! darling, shall we ever learn
Love’s tidal hours and days?

THE SINGER’S HILLS.

E dwelt where level lands lay low and drear,
| Long stretches of waste meadow pale and
AN sere,

With dull seas languid tiding up and down,

Turning the lifeless sands from white to brown, —
Wide barren fields for miles and miles, until

The pale horizon walled them in, and still

No lifted peak, no slope, not even mound

To raise and cheer the weary eye was found.

From boyhood up and down these dismal lands,
And pacing to and fro the barren sands,

And always gazing, gazing seaward, went

The Singer. Daily with the sad winds blent

His yearning voice.

“ There must be hills,” he said,
“ I know they stand at sunset rosy red,
And purple in the dewy shadowed morn ;
Great forest trees like babes are rocked and borne
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Upon their breasts, and flowers like jewels shine
Around their feet, and gold and silver line
Their hidden chambers, and great cities rise
Stately where their protecting shadow lies,
And men grow brave and women are more fair
’Neath higher skies, and in the clearer air!”
One day thus longing, gazing, lo! in awe
Made calm by ecstasy, he sudden saw,
Far out to seaward, mountain peaks appear,
Slow rising from the water pale and clear.
Purple and azure, there they were, as he
Had faithful yearning visions they must be ;
Purple and azure and bright rosy red,
Like flashing jewels, on the sea they shed
Their quenchless light.
Great tears ran down
The Singer’s cheeks, and through the busy town,
And all across the dreary meadow lands,
And all along the dreary lifeless sands,
He called aloud,
“Ho ! tarry! tarry ye!
Behold those purple mountains in the sea!"”
The people saw no mountains !
“ He is mad,”
They careless said, and went their way and had
No further thought of him.
And so, among
His fellows' noisy, idle, crowding throng,
The Singer walked, as strangers walk who speak
A foreign tongue and have no friend to seek.
And yet the silent joy which filled his face
Sometimes their wonder stirred a little space,
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And following his constant seaward look,
One wistful gaze they also seaward took.
One day the Singer was not seen. Men said
That as the early day was breaking red,
He rowed far out to sea, rowed swift and strong,
Toward the spot where he had gazed so long.
Then all the people shook their heads, and went
A little sadly, thinking he had spent
His life in vain, and sorry they no more
Should hear his sweet mad songs along their shore.
But when the sea with sunset hues was dyed,
A boat came slowly drifting with the tide,
Nor oar nor rudder set to turn or stay,
And on the crimson deck the Singer lay.
¢« Ah, he is dead,” some cried. “ No! he but sleeps,”
Said others, “ madman that he is, joy keeps
Sweet vigils with him now.”
The light keel grazed

The sands ; alert and swift the Singer raised
His head, and with red cheeks and eyes aflame
Leaped out, and shouted loud, and called by name
Each man, and breathlessly his story told.
¢« Lo, I have landed on the hills of gold !
See, these are flowers, and these are fruits, and these
Are boughs from off the giant forest trees;
And these are jewels which lie loosely there,
And these are stuffs which beauteous maidens wear!”
And staggering he knelt upon the sands
As laying burdens down.

But empty hands
His fellows saw, and passed on smiling. Yet,
The ecstasy in which his face was set
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Again smote on their hearts with sudden sense
Of half involuntary reverence.

And some said, whispering, ¢ Alack, is he

The madman? Have ye never heard there be
Some spells which make men blind? ”

And thenceforth they
More closely watched the Singer day by day,
Till finally they said, “ He is not mad.
There be such hills, and treasure to be had
For seeking there! We too without delay
Will sail.”

And of the men who sailed that way,
Some found the purple mountains in the sea,
Landed, and roamed their treasure countries free,
And drifted back with brimming laden hands.
Walking along the lifeless silent sands,
The Singer, gazing ever seaward, knew,
Well knew the odors which the soft wind blew
Of all the fruits and flowers and boughs they bore.
Standing with hands stretched eager on the shore,
When they leaped out, he called, “ Now God be
praised,

Sweet comrades, were they then not fair?

Amazed,
And with dull scorn, the other men who brought
No treasures, found no mountains, and saw naught
In these men’'s hands, beheld them kneeling low,
Lifting, shouting, and running to and fro
As men unlading argosies whose freight
Of gorgeous things bewildered by its weight.
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Tireless the great years waxed; the great years
waned ;

Slowly the Singer's comrades grew and gained
Till they were goodly number.

No man’s scorn
Could hurt or hinder them. No pity born
Of it could make them blush, or once make less
Their joy’s estate ; and as for loneliness
They knew it not.

Still rise the magic hills,

Purple and gold and red ; the shore still thrills
With fragrance when the sunset winds begin
To blow and waft the subtle odors in
From treasure laden boats that drift, and bide
The hours and moments of the wave and tide,
Laden with fruits and boughs and flowers rare,
And jewels such as monarchs do not wear,
And costly stuffs which dazzle on the sight,
Stuffs wrought for purest virgin, bravest knight ;
And men with cheeks all red, and eyes aflame,
And hearts that call to hearts by brothers’ name,
Still leap out on the silent lifeless sands,
And staggering with over-burdened hands
Joyous lay down the treasures they have brought,
While smiling, pitying, the world sees nought !
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COVERT.

E day, when sunny fields lay warm and still,
And from their tufted hillocks, thick and
sweet
With moss and pine and ferns, such spicy heat
Rose up, it seemed the air to overfill,
And quicken every sense with subtle thrill,
I rambled on with careless, aimless feet,
And lingered idly, finding all so sweet.

Sudden, almost beneath my footsteps’ weight,
Almost before the sunny silence heard
Their sound, from a low bush, which scarcely stirred
A twig at lightening of its hidden freight,
Flew, frightened from her nest, the small brown mate
Of some melodious, joyous, soaring bird,
Whose song that instant high in air I heard.

“Ah ! Heart,” I said, “when days are warm and sweet,
And sunny hours for very joy are still,
And every sense feels subtle, languid thrill
Of voiceless memory’s renewing heat,
Fly not at sound of strangers’ aimless feet |
Of thy love’s distant song drink all thy fill 1
Thy hiding-place is safe. Glad heart, keep still ! ”
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WAITING.

KNOW it will not be to-day ;

1 know it will not be to-morrow ;
Oh, half in joy and half in sorrow,
I watch the slow swift hours away ;

I bid them haste, then bid them stay,
I long so for the coming day.

I long so, I would rather wait ;
Each hour I see the unseen comer ;
Each hour turns ripe in secret summer
The joys which I anticipate.
O precious feet, come slow, come late !
I long so, it is bliss to wait !

Ah, sweet sad life, so far to-day !
Ah, sweet sad life, so near to-morrow !
Can joy be joy when we miss sorrow?
When earth’s last sun has rolled away
In tideless time, and we can say
No more, “ To-morrow,” or “To-day ”?

RENUNCIATION.

]} WHEREFORE thus, apart with drooping
wings
Thou stillest, saddest angel,
With hidden face, as if but bitter things
Thou hadst, and no evangel
Of good tidings?
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Thou know'st that through our tears
Of hasty, selfish weeping,

Comes surer sun; and for our petty fears
Of loss, thou hast in keeping

A greater gain than all of which we dreamed.
Thou knowest that in grasping

The bright possessions which so precious seemed,
We lose them ; but, if clasping

Thy faithful hand, we tread with steadfast feet
The path of thy appointing,

There waits for us a treasury of sweet
Delight ; royal anointing

With oil of gladness and of strength !

O, things

Of Heaven, Christ’s evangel

Bearing, call us with shining face and poised wings,
Thou sweetest, dearest angel |

BURNT SHIPS.

B LOVE, sweet Love, who came with rosy sail
And foaming prow across the misty sea !
@ O Love, brave Love, whose faith was full
and free

That lands of sun and gold, which could not fail,
Lay in the west, that bloom no wintry gale

Could blight, and eyes whose love thine own should

be,

Called thee, with steadfast voice of prophecy,
To shores unknown !

O Love, poor Love, avail

Q:.
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Thee nothing now thy faiths, thy braveries ;

There is no sun, no bloom ; a cold wind strips
The bitter foam from off the wave where dips
No more thy prow; the eyes are hostile eyes;
The gold is hidden ; vain thy tears and cries;
O Love, poor Love, why didst thou burn thy ships?

RESURGAM.

W, still, unutterably weak,
In human helplessness more helpless than
The smallest of God’s other creatures can
Be left, I lie and do not speak.
Walls rise and close )
Around. No warning shows
To me, who am but blind, which wall
Will shelter, and which one will fall
And crush me in the dust,
Not that I sinned, but that it must.
Each hour, within my heart, some sweet hope dies.
Each night the dead form lies
Of some fair purpose which I could not save,
Ready for day to carry out and hide
In a dishonored grave.
My strongest will
Finds stronger fate stand side by side
With it, its utmost efforts conquering still
With such swift might, the dust in which I lie
Scarce quivers with my struggle and my pain,
’ 5

(5
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Scarce echoes with my cry.
Grief comes and passes by,
And Joy comes hand in ha